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older hostesses in England still play the society game with respect for its ancient rules. Hedged in by custom and supported by tradition, they have an inexorable standard by which to judge of their actions. " Never need pecuniary power beat its wings in the void and look round for the charity of a hint as to whether it is flying too high or too low for good taste." All that was settled long ago.
But in America there is no way of measuring the social fitness of things. Each hostess is a law unto herself. And thus it is that feminine rivalries are born, and necessity arises to outdo one's neighbour, a necessity which betrays American hostesses into extravagances often bordering upon and sometimes overstepping the limits of good taste.
Nevertheless, although lacking in that subtle undefinable quality which distinguishes our older civilizations in Europe, there is much to be said in praise of American Society, which in many respects gains by the courage which it shows in heaving overboard such dull customers as " old fashion" and " respectability."
There is something very thrilling, too, in belonging to a " smart set " which may in one week be reduced from 400 to 70 by the arbitrary wave of a hostess's pen. That happened in New York in November, 1905, on the occasion of Prince Louis of Battenberg's visit, when old Mrs. Astor, the admitted leader of society, thinned out her invitation list to suit the capacity of her dinner-table. The survivors of that drastic cut were known henceforth as "Mrs. Astor's elect." Many formerly prominent women thereby suffered social eclipse. They probably came to Europe, where the charming adaptability which distinguishesAMERICA                          179
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